FromJanuary 1st 1864toMarch 1st 1864
January 1st 1864Why has society chosen to make theopening of the new year such a weariness and a burthenCarrie managed to get her drawing lesson this morning whileMr Marsh and I spent the time in making out lists of cardsto be left. She too, hurried off to pay visits as soon as theCarriage was ready. While some other visitors were with mede Bunsen came in, stayed them out, and then we had along hour's talk about what he has just seen in France,Germany and the Danubian provinces. France, he says,is stirred to her inmost centre with a firm purpose ofobtaining more individual rights, more personal liberty, &he believes the Emperor will be wise in time, and grantwith a good grace what is demanded. Therefore in Francehe looks for no internal disturbance that shall amount toviolence. Of the Danish question I am sorry to see that hetakes merely a German's view, but he thinks it may leadto a general war, though he looks to Hungary and theDanubian provinces as the points where the flame ismost sure to burst out. He declares that the fact thatall the sovereigns in Europe are surrounded by militaryinfluence, and advised almost exclusively by militarymen explains why Europe is always in a state ofwarfare, or on the eve of becoming so. Beside politicalmatters we spoke of the great religious movements ofthe day with much hopefulness. Indeed, if I canjudge from conversation with the most enlightened
men and women, whether strangers or Turinese, thatI see here, nothing can be more unfounded than theaccusation, so frequently brought against our age, of indifferenceas to the great question of a future life. Mr de Bunsengives even the Italian statesmen and men of letters creditfor something far more like faith in Christianity as theyunderstand it, than most persons have done. Of Cavourhe says he knows this to be a fact: that in 1854 whenhe was about to press the passage of a law for thesuppression of a considerable number of convents hesent for Padre Giaccamo, explained to him clearlywhat he was about to do, and his reasons for so doing,and ended by saying: You see my object is not to injurethe Catholic Church, but to purify it, to remove onlywhat is unnecessary and defacing, and consequently aweakness. Now, can you after this conscienciouslygive me absolution at my last hour. Father Giaccomo'sreply was 'that he knew him to be a faithful son of thechurch, that though he might misjudge as to her interestshe would never intentionally do her wrong, that heshould therefore unhesitatingly give him absolutionwhenever he should be in circumstances to require it.'Mr de Bunsen added, that an acquaintance of his own,an attaché of the French Legation hearing, the nightbefore Cavour's death, that the last rites of the churchwere about to be administered to him, went into thesacristy of the chapel, took a torch from the hand of aservant, joined in the procession, and with it enteredinto the room of the dying man. Cavour, he says, was
sitting pillowed up nearly erect in his bed, the collarof his night-gown open, and the same friendly smileon his face that he wore in the days of health andactivity. As the priest approached he covered his facewith his hand as if to concentrate every mentalfaculty, then responded to the questions of his confessordistinctly and coherently - received the sacrament withthe greatest apparent devotion, and when all wasover leaned back on his pillow with the sametranquil, benevolent smile he had laid aside for amoment. This was at seven in the evening, andat seven in the morning he passed away. Thisstory Mr de Bunsen declares he had from the lips ofthe attaché himself, and he fully believes it. Asto the facts with regard to Cavour I suppose there canbe no reason to question them as they are the same asstated by the Countess Alfieri, but I confess myself alittle sceptical as to the part the attaché professes tohave played. However one may almost say here thatnothing is impossible / Mrs Tottenham made rathera significant remark here today. Speaking of a youngEnglish girl supposed to be about to marry a Piedmonteseofficer, she said: 'I wonder any English girl shouldbe willing to marry an Italian officer now, it wouldbe so unpleasant in case Italy should make warupon Austria to have her husband's country on oneside and her own on the other.'Saturday Jan. 2nd.Mr Marsh came out about four
o'clock from his Library into the drawing-room, and Isaid: 'I would not have believed that so muchas a dog would have come out visiting in this dismalsnow-storm! 'And did a dog really come?' he saidwith such a serious air as was beyond all comedy.'No dogs,' I said 'but two or three very nice countesses, - the Bernes, the Della Rocca, and the third whosename had escaped the servants.' We had been sitting forhalf an hour trying to make up our minds whether itwouldn't be best after all to go back to the old systemof receiving once a week rather than to be so constantlyinterrupted, when the door-bell rang again. Mr Marshstarted. I said - 'don't go - the lamps are already lighted,it is just dinner-time, no visitor would come now.''It's another of your countesses, I dare say,' he said ashe slipped quietly through the dining-room door, andat the same moment the Marchesa Mari wasushered in from the other side. She is one of my es-special favorites, but I don't know how it is, all thesePiedmontese ladies bewitch me with their indescribablegrace and delicacy.Sunday Jan. 3rdNeither Mr Marsh or I went outthis morning, Carrie going to church with Giacchinofor decorum. I felt almost too unwell to listen toreading at first, but one of Vincent's admirableMéditations soon made me forget my bodily aches.What a glorious thing it is to have left behind suchthoughts - thoughts that can lift other poor mortals
on their divine wings to such heavenly heights. MrClay interrupted our reading by coming in to say to MrMarsh that he wished to return to America fora time at least as soon as he could get leave fromthe Department. Poor fellow! His family news issad enough. A brother reported killed fighting againsthis country, and a sister losing her only son by illness.His mother's family nearly all ruined in Kentucky, andpart of them fled to Texas. In the afternoon Mr Marshand Carrie went to the Vaudois church. I stayed athome feeling so ill as earnestly to hope that the BaronessHochschild would not make her proposed visit, whichfortunately for me she did not.Monday Jan. 4thNo visits except from the Tottenhamsand Mme Giletta. - note from the Countess Maggiolini.In the evening Mr Marsh read some articles from theRevue Crétienne. Among others a short biographicalsketch of the great Italian reformer Pallissario, in--cluding those grand words of his - 'this is no time fora christian to die in his bed.' He also read ashort notice of Saisset, the great Frenchman whodied last week - a sad loss for philosophy andreligion. We half expected to hear tonight that acollision had actually taken place between Denmark andGermany, but no such news came, and we are nowinclined to adhere to our first opinion that mag--nanimous England will compel Denmark, by the
Note from a poor sewing girl of Piobesi, as aspecimen of the nice tact and sense of proprietywhich mark every class of Italians.Piobesi Torinese il 1 geuio [gennaio] 1864Stimatissimi SignoriOggi comincia il 1864 che ve lo augurofelice, e pieno di buone venture.La mia madre ed io tutta la nostrafamiglia sono tutti in perfetta salutee vi inaudiamo tutti i piu sinceri augu-ri gli fo i dovuti rispetti e mi congratulocon le Signorie vostre, e vi auguro feliceme-nte un buon capo d'anno e salutate iSiguori vostri il Ministro la Signorae Signorina, Gaetano tutti indistintamen-teAccettate i miei saluti favoritenu dellevostreno notizie desidero di vedervi prestoe mi protesto vostra umile serva devotaVardiero Maria Benedetta
most disinterested advice of course, to submit toevery outrage on the part of Germany, and that she willsay to Italy in case she dares assert her rights to Venice:'we can't allow you to make war upon Austria.'The conduct of England towards Austria can be explainedonly by the determination of the English aristocracy tosustain Austrian aristocracy, even if it is necessaryto sacrifice every other principle she has ever professed.Tuesday 5thC. went out to leave cards as soonas the carriage was ready - returned quite chilled, thethermometer being little above 20 Fehrenheit. TheGajanis brought in their soldier-brother to see us inthe evening - Mr Marsh, Mr Artoni & C. wentto the Teatro Reggio soon after eight - heardGoudot's [Gounod's] Faust, and saw the much-to-be-pitiedDoria.Wednesday, 6th Jan.This morning the papers are warlikeagain. England is said to have spoken out to Germanyand to have ordered a part of her fleet to theBaltic - we are incredulous still. I wascalled from the dancing-room to see Miss Avezzanawho brought a lady whose name had evidently beenblundered by the servant. I thought it might beMme Mancini and used all my diplomacy to findout in the course of the conversation, but could not.She was a great liberalist, talked of notre chèreDuchesse de Bevilocqua, but still I could not
quite make out, or rather admit to myself, thatthis was the great Sicilian poet. When sheleft I asked Mme Rothan who had come in duringthe visit, if she thought this could possiblybe Mme Mancini. She thought a moment,and then said with a little hesitation: 'cela se peut,cela se peut; en vérité elle a bien parlé," buton cross-questioning Gaetano afterwards I foundthe lady was indeed a Sicilian, but not MadameMancini - only Mme Del Careti, wife of thesufficiently conspicuous General.Thursday 7thI had sent my chair to the chapelwhere we go on Sunday intending to join Mr Meille'scongregation there at three o'clock, when Mme deHochschild sent me word that she wished to payme a visit at half past three. It was difficultnot to chafe a little under this, as it was thefirst time I have tried to go out for two weeks, but therewas no help for it. Poor old Captain Crowther camein first. I have not seen him before since thedeath of his daughter six weeks after her marriage.His wife, he tells me, has never left their son-in-lawsince, always following him from garrison to garrison.Mme de Hochschild was followed almostimmediately by Madame Elliot, whom she cameto present. To my simplicity it seems very absurdthat Mrs Elliot, after the cards that have passedbetween us, the many enquiries and answers about
the sick child, the messages through Mrs Tottenham,&c&c - that after all these Mrs Elliot could notcome to see me without having a lady to presenther, but I ought not to forget that we Americans arebut Hurons, and by no means competent to judgeof the proprieties of truly civilized life - On thewhole I like Mrs Elliot, for, when once presented, shebehaved very much as any quiet American ladywould have done. Mme Arconati has justsent me a note asking me to manage a meetingfor her with Mme Rothan in my drawing-room.Here is another instance of etiquette which puzzlesmy semi-civilized head not a little. The MarquiseArconati, who stands as one of the foremostleaders of Italian society, a lady whose acquaintanceany person in Europe might be proud to make, doesnot think it sufficient to send her card to MmeRothan, or to signify through a friend that she wouldlike to make her acquaintance; (or perhaps she thinksthis too much of an advance on her part) nor doesshe propose to me to present Mme de Rothanto her through some friend who should takeMme R__ to pay her a visit, but she prefers toarrange a meeting in my salon. I have no doubtat all that this is quite in accordance with the nicestetiquette, but it puzzles me. Miss Arbesser spent the eveningwith usFriday 8thThis morning, it being bitter cold forTurin still, I ventured out to take Mme Gajani
to hear Ruscalla's Lecture on what constitutes nation--ality. Mr Marsh presented us to the lecturerbefore he began. We heard much better than Iexpected, and really lost little except proper names,which he spoke hurriedly and of course with apronunciation odd to us, and occasional wordsand phrases from the Sclavish languages, thevarious forms of which he ran through as theywere found in other tongues. There were also certainslaps at the Jesuits which amused his audiencegenerally, but the point of which we lost. He isan animated speaker, and we were muchpleased on the whole. After the lecture was overI asked him to present his daughter to me whichhe did. She is an intellectual looking girl, andalso writes herself for the Rèvista Contemporanea.Dr. Monnet came in this evening just as we weresetting out for the first lecture of a series to be givenat the Liceo, somewhat on the principle of Englishand American lectures. We were not particularlyattracted by the subject announced for the first Lecturebut decided to go for the sake of helping to make up anaudience which we supposed would be scanty at best.The Dr. joined us, and on arriving at the Hall to oursurprise we found it well filled with the very éliteof the Turinese society. My first glance showed mehalf a dozen Marchese and Contesse whom I wouldhave sworn were at the Teatro Regio at thatmoment. The ladies occupied the inner circles, the
gentlemen the more elevated ones behind. Every personin the room was well dressed, and the whole appearanceof the assembly was rather that of a fashionable privateconcert than a popular lecture. The orator of theevening came forward, made a short, but rather gracefulpreface in a subdued, drawing-room-tone of voice, &then began his reading. To a person accustomed to thestirring manner and matter of our Good Americanlecturers, such as Giles, Holland, Beecher, etc -the whole effect of this reading was really ridiculous.The subject, if it can be said to have a subject, [illegible]wascertain sketches of individuals composing the Monellifamily (an imaginary family of course) and then anarrative of certain domestic events and scenes, endingafter the manner of the feuilletons of the day, in thebetrayal of a husband by his wife, and the promiseof the further history of the wife in a future Lecture!!- and careful mammas had brought their youngdaughters of from twelve to eighteen to be edified bythis Lecture! It was really too absurd. I musthowever do the writer the justice to say that hisstyle was admirable, his descriptions very pictorial,and a delicate vein of irony pervaded the whole com--position. As the beginning of a novel of this particulargenre it would have been most creditable, - asa Lecture it was below criticism. As I threw my--self upon my bed after my return, and wrapped upmy aching side with flannels I could not helpfeeling very silly at the sacrifice I had made to so little
purpose. I was certainly not needed to swell theaudience, and for the rest I had certainlyreallypaid verydear Saturday Jan. 9th.Miss Todros came rather early to seeCarrie, and was soon followed by her aunt the Countess - aVenitian. The Countess Castellani [illegible]Santonicame in duringthis visit and remained till after Madame Todros left.As soon as she was gone the Castellani asked her name.I gave it, looking at the same time significantly towards theniece, hoping I should be understood. "Todros," repeatedthe lady with a semi-grimace: alors "c'est une Juivealors?." I looked again at the niece who was luckilychatting away with Carrie, and said in a very low tone"Voilà la nièce!" Mme Castellani put on the most comicexpression between a little mortification and a good deal ofmischief - then went on to compliment the rare intelligencethe Countess Todros had shown in her conversation. Thiswas certainly no more than justice, for the countess hadtalked well, but the compliments were probably intendedfor the benefit of the niece. I like this pretty Castellanithough she is, I fancy, not a little malicious, in theFrench sense. It is settled that I am to take her to MrMatteucci's Lecture. By the way, the Todros saysthat the ladies who went to the Lecture Friday nightand took their daughters came home furious at the characterof the Lecture. I am rather glad to hear this for I wasreally afraid that most of the audience would think it allright. The Baroness Todros came to take away her daughterwhile Mme Castellani was still with me - so that
she had an opportunity of seeing another of my Hebrewacquaintances. It amuses me greatly when thesethings happen. During the course of the day Mr Marshhad a message from the foreign office from which itappears they are in great distress about the Re d'Italiareported coulé au fond on her trial trip. He wentdirectly over, took them some charts etc. Carrie wentoff with Mme de Hochschild at half past nine toa ball at the Menabrea's, and I went quietly to bed.Sunday 10th.Carrie came home at half past two, but wasstill ready and bright for a nine o'clock breakfast. Iwas not expected at the ball of course, and somebody graciouslyapologized for my husband with: "mais que voulez vous?c'est toujours ainsi avec les hommes serentipiques."Rustem Bey said his mother's physicians prescribedthe Teatro Regio as the best medicine for her morale,- that she had been carried there from her bed two orthree times, but that the last time she had taken sobad a cold that so far they had not been able to gether up again! C. and I went to church and I was gladto find that old father Brown's christian charity wasstrong enough to make him seem to forget my sharptalk with him the other day. After such a heartyhand-shaking all must be right I am sure, besides,Miss Nora presented her brother to me just as Iwas stepping into the carriage, and begged permissionto bring him to see me. Mr Tottenham gave us agood sermon, but I had a better one still from
Inquiring of Carrie about her partners in thedance, I was happy to find that poor Laura Savio,mentioned by Mrs Browning, has still onesurviving son, Carrie was much pleased withhim, and says he spoke of his brothers.
Samuel Vincent after we came back. The Kossuthsmade their usual Sunday visit, and were full oflively talk. They gave a droll account of the behaviourof a mamma who had taken her daughters to theLecture, and at whose house they paid a visit thesame evening. They declare she actually cried withvexation - called poor Torelli un brigand &c.The application of this epithet quite upset Mr Marsh'sgravity. I have seldom heard him laugh so.We have a telegram that the Re d'Italia is safe,at which we really rejoice.Monday Jan. 11th.I tried to hurry off a little pieceof work this morning, which has been waiting for methree weeks, before it was time to dress to receive theMarchesa Arconati, and had scarcely finished it whena note was handed me saying she wished to come anhour earlier than had been settled, in order to bringMr Castillia, who would have to go to the Senate attwo. To notify Mme Rothan of the change and toget the drawing-room warm this bitter cold day tookevery moment till the hour arrived. Fortunatelyevery thing went off smoothly. We were delighted tosee Mr Castillia, and the two ladies seemed to taketo each other at once. After a little while Mr Marshtook Mr Castillia to his cabinet, leaving us three ladiesto ourselves for a good hour's chat. The Marchesa wasquite enthusiastic about a manuscript she had justreceived from Mr Senior, containing many of his
late conversations with distinguished French Statesmen,both those connected with the court, and those inthe opposition. I could not help expressing mysurprise that Mr Senior felt himself justified incirculating his notes taken in this way, but the ladiesme that this habit of his was perfectly well-known, andthat therefore there was nothing unfair in it. Iconfess this judgment was rather consolatory to me,who have often had misgivings as to whether I wasjustified in writing down so much of what is said inthe freedom of conversation, even though what I writeis intended for no eye but mine. The possibility thatby some accident my journal might fall into otherhands than mine, has frequently made me hesitateto write down many things that I knew I should wishmyself to remember hereafter, but this gentleman, itseems, is thought to be fully justified in his course,which is, not only to take careful notes, but to put thesenotes into the hands of his friends. Our conversationwas interrupted by a visit from Madame Malaret, aFrench woman in almost every respect the exact oppositeof Mme Rothan - very plain, very free and easy butwithout the least dignity, with a volubility upon themost trifling subjects, which would be in the highestdegree oppressive if it were not accompanied by afeeling of relief that there was no opportunity given for areply. The announcement of another visitor gave thosealready with me a good excuse for taking their leave, andI was sure the Marchesa Arconati wished to get
One of my visitors today speaking of La Doria, saidin reply to the remark of another that she was kindand amiable, said, "Oui, c'est une dame sansfiel et sans sel." -
away from the very first moment that the stormyFrench Baroness made her appearance. Later inthe day the Baroness Visconti brought the CountessMaggiolini, a very lady-like English woman, marriedto an Italian codino - one of those nine-hundred-year-oldpretenders whose sun is fast setting. I was so thoroughlytired out by dinner-time that I shrunk from the ideaof going to the Lecture in the evening, but dinner and acup of tea after refreshed me a little, and we hurried the abbéoff just in time to get one of the last seats in the hall,There was a formidable array of man and monkey skeletonsand Professor des Filippi did his best to make usbelieve that we were all descended from monkeys, andthat we ought to be satisfied with so respectable anancestry. The Lecture was certainly more befitting theoccasion than was Torelli's, but to me it was dull andunconvincing. He gave us no new facts, and failed toanswer the most important of Quatrefage's objections tothis theory. Mr Marsh was too far off to hear him withanything like distinctness, but in my judgment he lostlittle. I had a word with Mme Arconati, bothbefore and after the Lecture. Speaking of the two ladiesshe had met in the morning she said - "Est-il possible- d'imaginer deux personnes de type plus opposé - !"Tuesday Jan. 12thWe had a wonderfully quietday today, owing no doubt in part to the extreme cold.The thermometer at the Observatory being it is said atzero Fahr. this morning. There must be terrible suffering
among the poor, for here even, with all our comforts,the whole household is complaining. The arrest ofthe three 4 Italians at Paris confessing the intention tohave murdered the Emperor excites profound regret amongall the friends of Italy, or rather I should say it isnot their arrest, but the fact of the conspiracy thatdistresses them. Mazzini must be the maddest ofmadmen, and I cannot see how England if hecontinues to go on in this way, can fail to treat himas a madman, and shut him up where he canno longer put in jeopardy the lines of others in this way.It is dreadful to see this noble nature so distortedand ruined. This evening we read Ewald's terriblysevere criticism on Renan's Life of Christ. It willno doubt do much to injure the popularity of thisbook. Wednesday Jan 13thMadame Pétrof spent anhour with me while the girls were dancing, and toldme again the sad story of her sister's death from the diphtheriaon the fortieth day after her marriage. No other visitors exceptthe Countess Giletta who came for her daughterThursday Jan 14thMr Clay came in rather earlythis morning. He looks worn and anxious, but I hope hewill not resign and leave us at Mr Seward's mercy oncemore for a successor. Still it is most natural that aKentuckian should be unhappy away from his homeat this time. This evening, notwithstanding the bitter cold- the thermometer almost at zero, - the Count and Countess
Gigliucci came in to pass the evening with us. Weenjoyed their visit not a little. The Countess is fullof pleasant reminiscences of Charles and Mary Lamb, ofLeigh Hunt etc. besides her own abundant stock of originalremark. Mr Marsh says she is a 'real live woman',which means a great deal with him. We asked theCountess, when she was speaking of her long residence in Nice,if she knew the d'Abbadys. She said she was one eveningpresented to Madame, and sat by her on the sofa nearlythe whole evening, during which time the lady entertainedher with an account of a most melancholy affliction thathad lately befallen her - the death of a lap-dog! MadameG__. listened patiently and sympathetically as long as shecould, but at last finding there was likely to be no changeof topic she ventured to hint that for her own part she didnot much like lap-dogs - Madame d'A__. replied withsome spirit - "moi, je les adore." - "Et moi, je lesdéteste" was the rejoinder, which proved a settler,for the ladies said no more. Some years after theCountess Gigliucci was on her way from Lyons toMarseilles by rail. The day was very hot, and thecompartment already contained six persons when agentlemen and lady, the latter holding a smallbasket, entered the carriage. The previous occupantshad expanded themselves and their shawls as well asthey could to prevent this addition to their numbers, butit was no use - there were no other first class seats,and they were admitted of necessity. No sooner howeverwere they seated then the Countess G__. exclaimed
"Mon Dieu, je sens un chien! Est-ce-qu'il y a unchien ici?" and she looked fiercely at the little basketThe intruding lady looked deprecatingly, and then saidcoaxingly - "Mais, madame, c'est un tout petit, c'est un rien!"Mais, Mon Dieu, cé-serait impossible d'y resteravec un chien dans une telle chaleur!" and shecalled to the guard. The poor fellow, who had receivedhis fee, and slunk away, was deaf as long as possible,but Madame Gigliucci's repeated demand 'Est-ce-qu'ilest permis de porter des chiens dans les premières classes'had to be attended to at last, and the man wasobliged to tell the lady that she must give up herdog, offering to take good care of it himself - "Non," said thelady decidedly, "s'il faut faire sortir mon chien, moi,je sors aussi!" and she left the compartment inhigh indignation - "Guess my astonishment," saysMadame Gigliucci "when the lady threw up her veilas she stepped out, and I recognized Mme d'Abbadyof Nice.! And, hadn't I unconsciously taken a mostdelightful revenge for that dreadful evening on thesofa!" If I could write as fast as Mme Gigluiccitalks I should not content myself with recording onlythis one of the many nice little things she told thisevening. Speaking of music we asked her opinion ofSchoppin [Chopin] - "He was the first musical genius of hisage" was her decision. "There is only one thingworse than French immorality - that is Frenchmorality." I am not sure whether Madame G__.originated or quoted, this aphorism.
Friday 15thWe went, with Mrs Gajani, to hearVeggezzi-Ruscalla lecture at one; Though we lost agood deal I still found the Lecture most interesting &I could not help telling Ruscalla at the end howmuch I was delighted with his appreciation ofKalawala. The Lecturer kindled with enthusiasm,and said he should have more to write on that exquisitepoem before his Lectures were finished. We settled thathis daughter, Miss Ida, should come and see me someSaturday. We tried to read one of her stories in theRivista the other evening, but couldn't get throughwith it. The young lady is said to be highly gifted, andI have no doubt she is, but either her genius does notlie in the direction of romance, or she is very inexperiencedas a writer. As I took Mme Gajani home, I stoppedto inquire after the dear old Baron Plana, who is ill,and has been bled, the papers say, this morning. TheBaroness did not send an unfavourable report of him,and I hope he may live in spite of these Turinesebutchers: The idea of bleeding an old man upwards ofeighty because he has taken cold! Mr Fogg - ourminister from Switzerland to Berne, dined withus. He seems a sensible man, and sound in hispolitics. I wish he might do some good in Romewhere he is going, but it seems now as if that miserableHooker would have everything his own way, andsucceed in ousting Stillman at last. Perhaps, nowthat Hughes is dead, and (an event which seems
to give great satisfaction) it is possible that Mr Sewardmay be induced to adopt a different policy in Italy, butI fear there is little chance of it. We were obliged toexcuse ourselves to our guest at an early hour, on accountof Matteucci's Lecture. We picked up the Countess Castellaniand were at the Hall at least twenty minutes before thehour, and yet all the best seats for gentlemen were alreadytaken. The Countess explained to us that her family connexionsgenerally would be dreadfully shocked at her going to such aplace. It seems that my note to her in the morninghad been taken to her sister-in law by mistake, and inthis way, the startling fact of what she was about to dohad got out to the great dismay of the family. "MaBelle-soeur se ferait écorcher vive peu tôt que de setrouver a un tel cours!" She told Mr Marsh inthe livliest way how arrierée all her family were,and said she had to thank God for a twelve yearresidence in Lombardy or she should be no better thanthe rest. When she ventures to criticise their illiberalitya little, and tells them that the world must and willgo on in spite of the efforts of the Piedmontese nobilityto hold it back, they cry out: "Pour charité, Clotilde,pour charité, ne dites pas ces choses - là devantmes filles!" Among themselves they say, "PauvreClotilde, comme elle a la tête chaude! Dieu! Qu'est ce qu'ella va devenir?" The beautiful, livelycreature gave me such a funny account of her receptionof a dozen persons, most of them gentlemen, in herbed-room last evening. She was suffering from
"Je suis regardée dans ma famille comme unefemme pernicieuse"
rheumatic pains in her shoulders, ordered her bed tobe warmed, and went to bed, forgetting to give orders tosay she was not well. She sprang into bed withoutmaking any change in her hair, waiting for her maidto come with brushes and night-cap, but scarcely had herhead touched the pillow when the servant announcedtwo gentlemen. "Of course" said the Countess in tellingthe story, "it was too late to decline their visit then,and as I had received these I was obliged to receive allothers who came. "Et enfin, voilà ma petite chambreremplie de douze personnes, et mon mari, voyez vous,n'aime pas que je recoive dans ma chambre àcoucher!" I record this as a specimen of Piedmontesehabits, very puzzling to us. Perhaps I ought to put downas equally characteristicsomeof the gentlemen's remarksto her. When she explained to them that she was reallyindisposed, and had not intended to receive, they said"Mais, Madame, vous voilà toute coiffie, et reposantdans votre lit comme une jolie petite poupée - iln'y a de quoi doutes - vous l'avez fait exprès!"Saturday Jan 16.A light snow-storm, and fewvisitors today. Rustem Bey confirms Carrie's account ofthe Doctor's prescription for his mamma, who doesnot come round at all he says. I talked with hima good while about Turkish matters, and he declares theEmpire to be rapidly strengthening itself under Fouad Pascha'sPacha's guidance, and making the best progressevery way. He gave an interesting account of the
father of Fouad, Isec Moolah, who was executedunder Sultan Mahmoud. The Countess Beltramiwas my only lady-visitor. Just as we were aboutsending to the station to meet brother Charles by thenine train, he made his appearance, having an--ticipated us by taking the slow two o'clock line. Weare delighted to have him here at last. He looksvery thin, but otherwise seems well.Sunday 17thIt was so cold this morning that I gaveup going to church as I had intended. We talked overhome-friends with Charles, - Carrie wrote a letter for me - &almost as soon as we were ready to sit down in thedrawing room, the widely-famed Beatrice Mancini wasshown in. When I have such visitors as this it makesme regret my own inability to go out and do my sharein keeping up the intercourse Madame Mancini has sucha large circle of acquaintance that it must be very difficultfor her to make even return-visits, much less to go often tosee those who never visit and can of course set up noclaims. This charming woman did not disappoint me. Sheis still very handsome, with an expression such as you mightexpect from one who thinks as she can think and writes asshe can write. She promises to come to me often and tobring her daughters for Carrie's sake, but I know it willbe difficult for her to keep her promise. The venerableCastillia came to give Mr Marsh some information whichMr Norton of Cambridge has asked for. As I listened to
him and watched his almost more than humanlybenign countenance I could not help saying to myself"were there every confessors such as Italy's confessors?"Here was a man condemned to death in the very gloryof his youth by an accursed [illegible]tyranny,the sentence remittedfor a fourteen years' imprisonment in the Spielberg,then released only on condition of a distant exile, andyet this man stands before us without one line ofdark and passionate resentment traceable in hiscountenance, without one drop of bitterness in hisheart. One feels almost like falling on one's kneesbefore such grandeur of soul.Monday Jan. 18thThe papers say dear old Plana isworse this morning; I shall send at once to see. Thepost brought me a charming letter from the BaronessGautier, as graceful and affectionate as she is herself.The cold is bitter this morning - the thermometer underthe portici indicating [illegible]ninebelow zero of Fahrenheit.The news from Plana is that he is not expected tolive through the night. His words when he came into see me that last time seem to be about to proveprophetic. - 'I have come to take leave of you before Igo up there' I believe these murderous doctors havekilled him. Husband went to the Court-Ball thisevening. We had no visitors except Mr Artoni whocame in for a few minutes before going to the Mancini.He says the whole story about the late conspiracy against
the life of the Emperor is a sheer fabrication so far as itrelates to Mazzini. Mazzini's letter of denialmight by many be regarded as inconclusive, but thewhole story of his agency in the matter is so monstrouslyimprobable that few are found to give any faith to it.Indeed, the general opinion is that the whole thing hasbeen got up in Paris to give the Emperor the benefit of atemporary diversion of the public attention from one quarterto another.Tuesday Jan. 19thAnother bitter cold morning - ther--mometer nine degrees below zero under the portici - two below at the Observatory a hundred feet higher. Itis hard work to keep warm and we grumble sadlyourselves, and lament over those who are worse offstill. A poor sentinel was found dead at his postsometime in the night. Mr Marsh came home fromthe Court-Ball soon after midnight, waiting only forthe King to retire. It differed from other brilliant showsof the kind only in this - that the King talked to severalladies which he has never been known to do butonce before on such an occasion. The observed ofall observers were Rattazzi and his noted spouse.She occupied a conspicuous seat in the Ball-roomand Rattazzi stood by her for the first hour ortwo, then sat down at her right hand. During thethree hours and a half that Mr Marsh was inthe room he saw but one person speak to them- a lady whom he did not know. If this is an
example of the way in which this interesting coupleare treated generally I do not wonder that they aresaid to make a triste figure everywhere.Wednesday Jan. 20th[Image] This morning at half past nine agreat light passed forever out of our human horizon. -Glorious old Plana has gone to his rest. Great menmay arise to fill his place, but the like of him we cannothope to see again. The city will do everything in herpower to show that it is a grievous mourning to her.Another conspicuous person died yesterday the oldMarchesa Barolo leaving a magnificent estate, it is said,to the King. It was with this lady that Silvio Pellicopassed his last years, acting as her secretary, and it iswith the servants of her family that he lies buried. Ihave taken much pains to ascertain whether this wasreally done at the earnest request of Pellico himself (asmany declare) or whether it was merely the result ofthose sharp social distinctions which even ten yearsago admitted of no modification. One thing is certain- the countess, though her early life was a life ofpleasure, has devoted all her later years to the mostextensive and noble charities. It is stated on whatseems good authority that she has given yearly tothe poor in house-rent along the sum of onehundred and forty thousand francs. The poorMarchesa Doria is once more in an almost dyingcondition - The Countess della Rocca and the CountessRadicati, speaking to us of her today said that
she insisted that her sister, the Del Borgo, shouldgo to the Court-Ball Monday evening because shewished to have the pleasure of seeing hertoilette - that she hoped herself to be able to goto the next one, although her physicians gave hernot the least hope of living through the week.And one of these ladies added - "Pauvre dame,naturellement elle a voulu profitter du peu devie qui lui reste." I could find no words toreply to his remark - I was struck dumb - I feltthat there was something wider and deeper thanthe Atlantic between New England and Italy.Thursday 21The Gajanis, who spent lastevening with us say they get the most encour--aging letters from home. It was delightful to hearGajani and his brother talk their beautiful Italian.Vegezzi-Ruscalla brought in his daughter thismorning. She talks better than she writes, andon the whole I liked her much. It is amusing tosee how both her father and she are swallowedup in Wallachia, both mounted on the same hobby,but it is delightful to see people in earnest aboutanything. In the evening all went to the Operaexcept myself.Friday Jan. 22nd.We went for Mme Gajani,then to Ruscalla's lecture-room but found therewould be no lecture on account of Plana's funeral
We could not see the connection, as this latter wasto take place three hours later. After driving roundthe Piazza d'Armi we left Mme Gajani - andreturned home - Gaetano went for his funeral--torch, and this is all we were expected to doby way of honouring the mighty dead. I hadscarcely got home when Mme Matteuccicame in. She is really a woman of far higherstamp than I had supposed - morally I knewher worth, but her intellect and her accom--plishments I had greatly underrated. She keepsher light quite too much under a bushel - therebylosing the social influence she might havewhich would be invaluable in a place likethis. Besides, by making herself purely her husbandsdrudge, copying for him by night and by day,yielding to all his caprices, and patiently bearingall his sudden outbreaks she has lost her influencein a great measure over him. Thank God, Ihave no occasion to speak from experience, butit is my firm conviction that those wives whosacrifice themselves in this way to the unreasonablewhims of their husbands do a serious injury tothe man they wish to benefit, forfeit his respect,and make their own lives useless to him andto themselves. Mme Matteucci is very proud ofher husband, and has good reason to be. He isa great man, but he would have a fairer fameif she stood firmly by his side, than he
now has when she crouches at his feet. Shemade me a long visit; we talked of the Browningswith whom she was very intimate - she saysthe last letter Mrs Browning ever wrote was toher. She also told me of her mother's (MrsYoung's) two volume-book on Paleario andhis times, and she promises to send it me. Theold lady, now eighty I think, made all thevast researches which these books show, herself,and wrote every line of it for the press withher own aged hand. She then went to Cambridgeand supervised the printing herself. Cantù hasspoken of it with high praise. The Countand Countess Maggiolini came as Mme Mat--teucci left. The Count is a hard dark-lookingman, might be an Italian of Anne Radcliffe'simagination. - The Countess I fancy has seenstorms, but she is evidently a high-spiritedwoman with good sense enough not to quarrelabout trifles, and yet courage enough not toallow her heart to be broken, even by theman who supposes he has established un--limited rights over her by giving her afive-hundred-year-old name, She asked manyquestions about America and our talk endedby her taking home Paris en Amérique.In the evening we went to hear Bon' Compagnilecture on Constitutions &c. Everything that vergedon the haute société stayed away this evening
for fear of hearing something that might shock theirnerves. Nothing however could be more calm,more dignified, more free from everything ultra,that was this lecture. He dwelt on the dangersof inconsiderate haste in all questions of reformcivil and religious, he maintained the ChristianReligion to be the surest guide that man hasever received, or ever could receive, for hiscourse in this life. It had proclaimed the trueprinciples of civil and religious liberty, and hadpointed out the way by which these blessingswere to be secured. He then went on to showthat the parasite superstition was growing inItaly by the side of this glorious plant andsapping out its life, that it was the duty ofall great thinkers, of all earnest men, ofall true patriots, to try to separate the truefrom the false, and restore the heaven--descended vine to health and vigour. Ihave seldom seen a more striking-lookingman - His dark piercing eye, his strong squarejaw, his firm mouth, contrasted strangelywith a trembling of the hand, and anagitation of the voice which indicated greatnervous sensibility. He was not fluent, andnevertheless there was something about himwhich reminded me of Rufus Choate -perhaps it was the nervous manner morethan anything else. He made on us the
impression of a man who had studiedcarefully, thought profoundly, and who actedfrom the highest convictions of duty. Justbefore the Lecture began Matteucci came andshook hands with me saying with a mostgracious smile "Ma femme vous donneraa que vous avez demandé - il y en a uneexpris pour vous" -. I understood in a momentwhat it meant. I had asked Mad. M. for an auto-graph of her husband for the benefit of the Fair for theSanitary Commission to be held in [illegible] New Yorkin March. He had given it, and one for me personally,Madame M. handed me the envelope, it contained3 photographs with autograph signatures, 2 for theFair, one of Massimo d'Azeglio the other of Matteucci, &a third of Matteucci for me. This is a good beginningof our quête and I hope we shall get treasures.Saturday 23 Jan.Like the morning of so many other daysthis passed till dressing-time I cannot say how. Mrs ColonelMayhew came in almost as soon as I had taken myseat in the drawing-room. The young Countess Colegno, wasmy only other visitor till evening. This lady spoke affectionatelyof the Doria, said she did not go to Mrs Elliot's on heraccount, &c. She gave me the first intelligible accountI have had of the Marchesa's illness - some having saidshe was dying of extinction - others of asphyxia. &Madame Colegno says her lungs are very seriouslydiseased, but water about the heart is the real
malady of which she is dying. In the evening allbut myself went to hear Ristori in Pia dei Tolomei.I was well repaid for staying at home by the mostagreeable company of the Count and Countess Gigliucci.The latter had as much original remark and asmuch of interesting anecdote as usual. She is reallydelightful. Her frankness verges on bluntness sometimes,but her conversation is charming even when she expressesopinions very opposite one's own. She describes herself asa warm immoveable catholic, but no papist. Ifshe but knew it, what she has taken away fromcatholicism leaves nothing but Protestantism. WhenI told her where the rest of the family were shesaid 'Ah I am sorry for them; - the Ristori of todayis not the Ristori of ten years ago; - her acting has becomeso exaggerated that she who once made my tears flowuncontrolled now only provokes me to laughter -eveninthe most tragic of tragedies.' Mr Marsh andCarrie came home with exactly the same impression.Carrie says she made even the death-scene comic.And this the Italians attribute to the influence ofFrench bad-tasteSunday Jan. 24thWe all went to Church thismorning except Charles, but Mr Tottenham's extemporesermon was by no means one of his best efforts. I was gladto see that Mrs Elliot was not knocked up by her partyFriday evening, and was half tempted to give the promiseshe tried to get from me that I would come to one
of the two following Friday-evening gatherings. Mr Marshwent to hear Mr Meille in the afternoon, and wasnearly chilled through. They have no fire in the Vaudoischurch. The Duchess de la Force was announcedabout four o'clock. She came in a magnificent toilettewhich was becoming as well, and I have never seenher look so finely. She certainly is a most amiableperson - kind to high and low, which makes oneready to forgive her much vanity and folly. She claimscousin-ship with the Malarets. In the evening weread a most interesting article on Vinet in the Revuedes Deux Mondes written by a most liberal christianwho nevertheless still calls himself a Catholic.Monday, January. 25thMrs Tottenham dropped in after oneof her morning rounds. She had a nice anecdote fromMad. Gigliucci. A lady caught a roiequeroguetrying to pickher pocket in church - she resisted and used somevigorous language in rather audible tones. "Mais, madame"cried the thief, 'il ne faut pas faire tant de bruitdans la maison de Dieu!" While we wereout driving the Countess Castellani came with her littledaughterInez,the juvenile poetess and we missed her of course.Early in the evening Baruffi called to talk over his irrepa-rable loss in the death of Plana. Poor man, he feelsit deeply and seems to find his best consolation intelling what his friend was. Plana, he says, paid littleattention in general to his classes, but once a monthperhaps he would call them together for a lecture.
At such times he was actually sublime, would take upan idea from the lowest & most hidden depth of man's natureand draw it out link after link in unbroken sequencetill it reached the heavens, and all this in such a fieryheat that the perspiration would stand thick on hisforehead, and not unfrequently he would throw off hiscoat and fling it behind his chair, never pausinghowever for a moment in the lava-tide of his eloquence.Sometimes his duties as Professor obliged him to examinestudents and of this he was very impatient. On one of theseoccasions, a student, who had already been examined bythree professors and shown himself utterly incompetent,was brought before Plana. The old man had listened tothe previous examinations and was furious that the studenthad presumed to offer himself for such a trial whenhe was so profoundly ignorant. "Take your chalk"said the indignant Plana, "draw a horizontal lineon the blackboard." The young man drew a shortline. "Continuez, continuez!" He continued the linetill it reached the frame of the board. "Continuez,continuez," still shouted the angry master, and thestudent passed his line over the frame and alongthe wall till he reached the open door. Plana allthetime crying out "continuez, continuez." When thepoor fellow reached the open space the mastershouted, "maintenant, sortez, sortez!" and he disappeared,thankfully no doubt. Another story of his later dayshas its touching side. This was also on occasion of anexamination. A young man was sent to the blackboard
to demonstrate a difficult problem. He began well, "Bene, bene,said the professor, "avanti, avanti! benissimo! avanti! bravo!"and in this way he swept on his pupil, till suddenly thethe [sic] young man became confused at a certain point,could not collect himself, trembled, turned pale, andPlana in his heat seized the chalk, dashed out whatthe profe student had done, recommended the demonstration carried it on with the rapidity of lightning till hereached the very same point and there, by some strangefatality he became confused himself, lost the thread andcould not recover it. After a moment's pause he exclaimedas he hurled the chalk to the opposite side of the lecture-room, Ecco cosa si guadagna! vivendo fra le besties'imbestialisce!" and he immediately went on to speakof something else. After the Abbé left us MrMarsh went to the ministerial ball - crowded, hot, butmost brilliantly decorated - in other respects likeother balls -Tuesday Jan, 26We took a long drive after a hurriedmorning at home. All my spare thought & momentsare now given to making collections for the SanitaryFairs. This evening I got the promise of a note fromSilvio Pelico from the Countess Castellani whom I tookagain to Matteucci's lecture [illegible] Matteucciwas more than himself to-night - but we were distractedby the sudden appearance of a notoriety among usquite unlooked for - Madame Rattazzi Solms Bonaparteattended by a woman like unto herself and followed by
her pitiable-looking spouse. The lady came in very latewore a maroon-colored velvet dress & cloak, the former trimmedwith narrow bands of ermine from the bottom of the skirtto the knee. Around the bottom of the cloak was a [illegible]border of ermine ten inches deep at least. This garmentshe threw off as soon as she took her seat and disposedin [it] on her chair so as best to display its rich white satinquilted lining. Then too she had an opportunity of showingthe taille of her dress a la jockey trimmed likewisewith ermine. Assoon asshe had finished adjusting herself sheraised her eye glass, in her whitegloved-hand covered withrings, and surveyed the audience with a look of coolimpudence such as I never before saw in man orwoman - it was sublime in its scornful indifference.The image of the Great King of Babylon had lessbrass in it than this creature carries in her face.Poor Rattazzi sat not far off, his serpentine headdrapped now on this shoulder, now on that. Is shepretty, beautiful? Her expression is so vulger thatit is almost a sacrilege to apply such terms to herand yet I can see that a heart & a consciencewould have made her most beautful - no,I must add also the training of a lady, for asshe is she does not know how to use herhandkerchief without giving offense to good breeding.Wednesday Jan 27th.The Countess Gigliucci brought me sometreasures for the N. York S. C. Fair, among them a longletter to her husband from Gioberti, the signature only in hishand
She promises more nice things and I know she will keepword. While she was still with me the Countess Col-legno was announced - one of those true souls that come outglorious from the trial by fire. She is much younger than hersister the Marquesa Arconati and has in some respectshad a wider experience. In speaking of her own lifeshe says she was never happy happier than when her hus-band, an exile, supported her in Paris by giving lessons andwhen she never had more than one servant for her modestapartment and when she opened the door to her visitorsherself! She knows many Americans and loves them, butit is our antislavery heroes & martyrs for whom shekindles into admiration. The Gasparins she knows per-sonally and praised unboundedly. One might expecther religious predju prejudices would make herless sensible of their great merits, but it is not so.She left me with a promise to send an autograph ofManzoni for the great Fair. The Brows [Browns] cameas she went out - their odd mother must have fur-nished them with their brains, of a commodity they donot lack. - I sent C. to the Regio with Mme Bar-toleyns and went to bed early & tired & [illegible] lost avisito visit from my chatty friend Miss Arbesser bythe in consequence.Thursday 28thAfter a great many ineffectual efforts atcombination Mr Marsh and I succeeded in getting toMr Meille's three o'clock lecture at the little room usedby the English on Sunday - Carrie in the meantime driving
about to leave packages, cards, &c. The lecture was aninteresting one, and the first prayer one of the most beautifulin every respect that I have ever heard. On our return we foundnew sets of cards implying more work of course.Friday 29th.I was not well this morning but didnot like to miss Ruscalla's lecture, so took Mme Gajanithere as usual. The Countess Piola came with MissRuscalla, and asked to be presented to me after the Lecture.She did not interest me in the least, though her features werevery peculiar, a large, full, cold, grey eye, shaded by black lashesand thick black eyebrows. Her hair also was very blackand a very unmistakable black moustache fringed herupper lip. I should have taken her for a Neapolitan -never certainly for a Hollendaise. Yet this is the womanwho some twenty years ago agitated the little kingdom of Piedmontby running away from her Protestant father, then Ministerfrom Holland at this Court, and taking refuge in aconvent. Though it was perfectly understood that the younglady's object in abandoning her father's house and thereligion in which she was educated, was to marry CountPiola, a connection her father opposed, yet even theCarlo Alberto himself admitted that once in a convent hehad no power to reach her. On hearing this admissionfrom the lips of the King himself the indignant Ministersaid - 'Then your Majesty must pardon me if I refuselonger to represent my country at a court where the Kinglypower power is ineffectual to protect me and myfamily. Accordingly he resigned his post, but oddly
enough his son, Heldewier, now represents the Dutchgovernment here.Saturday Jan 30thWhile preparing to go last evening tohear Bon Compagni, I was suddenly taken ill and obligedto go directly to my bed. Mr Marsh and Carrie went to theLecture at my earnest entreaty, but the Elliot ball was givenup. I should have mentioned yesterday that the poorMarchesa Doria passed away Thursday night at mid--night, and in the night last night the body was removedto the chapel at Montallo, one of the family seats. There wasno ceremony of any kind here, partly it is said in order thatthe Carnival gaities may not be saddened. Carriereceived the Menabreas today, but other visits were declined.Madame Gigliucci sent in more nice things for the fair.She is really a noble creature. Mr Marsh and Carriepassed the evening at her house, and she sang to themmost delightfully. Among her treasures she has two copiesof verses by Charles Lamb in his own hand - one isaddressed to her individually as Saint Clare, the otherto the Sisters Novello. She has an Album too containinglines from Coleridge, Capital things from Leigh Hunt etc.Sunday 31 Jan.After church Mr Marsh read to meas usual, but I felt almost too weak and ill to listen,and was hardly sorry when he was called back to hisLibrary by gentlemen visitors. In the evening he went toa diplomatic dinner at the Malarets.
Monday February 1stAnother weary wasted day in bed, andmade still more trying by visitors whom I could not receive.Husband went to the Court Ball in the evening, taking MrArtoni in his new uniform with which he is much pleased.The Ball was far more brilliant than the first.Tuesday 2ndI managed to lie on the sofa near thewindow long enough to settle up the monthly accounts, &then returned to my bed tired out. In the eveningMr Marsh and Carrie were to have gone to Brofferio'sLecture, but the former did not feel well after dinnerand it was given up. Worse still - we missed a visitfrom Dall'Ongaro who came after the Lecture and foundus shut up.Wednesday 3rdI fled to Carrie's room to get awayfrom the dancing-lesson, and the visitors it brings. Iwas sorry to be obliged to refuse to see the Countess Gigliucci,but could not help it. The great excitement of the last twoor three days has been the actual breaking out of hostilitiesbetween the Germans and the Danes, but nobody thinksthe strife will go far just at present. England will beguilty of any meanness rather than oppose Prussiaand Austria by arms. She will see Denmark baselycut to pieces and never stir. - At the same time shetells Italy - 'Yes you have a right to Venice, but if youpresume to strike a blow to get it, we shall helpAustria defend herself against you.' Great and just
England! Besides the dancers the Castagnettos payedCarrie a visit, and the abbé Baruffi and Mr Clayhelped the rest of the family off with the eveningwhile I moped on my sofa in my own room.Thursday Friday February 4thThis morning I took my old place onthe sofa in the drawing room, but only in wrapper &shawl. The day is lovely and the gentlemen havetaken advantage of it for a long walk. Dr Monnetcomes to propose to take Carrie to the Regio tonight.Miss Arbesser passed the evening with me in her usualgood spirits, but mentioned some circumstances abouther health which give me great anxiety. She has kept secretconsequences of a slight accident at Naples six months ago until Igreatly fear a very serious result. She is to see a physicianSunday morning. Among the small gossip of the evening Miss Arbessertold us some anecdotes of her little princess not without interest.Her monthly allowance in pocket-money is ten francs, and out ofthis she has to furnish herself with drawing pencils - also if shewishes to make Christmas presents to friends, or any other giftsthey must be saved out of this sum in the course of the year.Little Madame Marguerite laid aside last year two francsevery month to make Miss Arbesser a New Year's present, andscarcely anything of the rest was spent upon her own pleasures.This winter, having little or nothing to give to the poor she andprince Thomas gathered up what they could spare from amongtheir books and playthings, put them into a Lottery, sold thetickets to the little Marchesine and Marchesini, Contessineand Contessini who are now allowed to dance and play
with them, and in this way they raised about 200 francs!Friday Feb. 5thBrother Charles is quite ill today from a coldtaken yesterday. We are all feeling rather blue, but Mr Marshand Carrie had to go to a Ball nevertheless, at the Elliots,- very grand and gay.Saturday 6thI was vexed beyond measure to findthat old Peter Browne had made Mr Marsh promise to comeand dine with him this evening. The silly old hypocritewho ought to be totally suppressed, thinks he makes up for hisimpertinent arrogance in talking of American affairs, by askingMr Marsh to dine with him! - In general I have small con-cern in watching over our personal dignity, but in this case Iwish Mr Marsh had declined. Luckily Dall'Ongaro's Lecturefor tonight is given up or it would have been a double penanceto have dined with old Peter, and missed the poet in consequenceBrother Charles is not better, and we feel very anxious.Sunday 7th Feb.Contrary to all our habits Mr Marsh and Carriewent to a Ball tonight at the Roràs. Mr Marsh felt therewere reasons why it would not do to decline, so they wentfor a couple of hours coming home at twelve. The beautifulMarchesa was almost outshone by her still more beautifulsister in law the Countess. So these little things take up ourtime and thoughts while the flames of war are blazing inthe North, and while even the very men and womenhere who are the gayest would not be surprised at any momentto hear the canon in their own frontier.
Monday - February 8thWe are so happy to see Charles better this morning.We had an unusually quiet day and all were rejoiced to beallowed to stay at home for one evening, and be left to our--selves too.Tuesday 9thMrs Tottenham came in early with Madelineand we had a nice talk which we have not had for along time before. She is severe in her judgment (anunusual thing for her) of the Duchess de la Force,and says Mrs Elliot is greatly annoyed at beingobliged to receive her, her cousin-ship to the Malaretsmaking it unavoidable. Mrs T_. thinks she has pos--itive evidence that the duchess, after repeated attempts,managed to cajole Garibaldi into her apartment,in a secret cabinet of which, she had concealed aFrench officer, and in this way every word the herosaid was transmitted to the Emperor. If I believedthat this woman [illegible]wasreally a spy of Louis NapoleonI would sooner see a serpent than her; but these Englishare so besotted with the idea their suspicions aboutFrench spies that one must not trust too much totheir testimony. At any rate I have never felt likecourting the duchess, and am naturally enough not themore drawn towards her after this Garibaldi story.In one thing at least I could enter into Mrs T__'s feelings -- the Denmark affair mortifies her extremely, and shesays her son in the navy writes that if England is notwilln willing to eat still more dirt he shall soon
be sent to the Baltic. I wanted to add: 'England willeat more dirt' - but I had too much respect for thefeelings of this dear good woman. Saint as she is shewas a little ruffled by her morning's adventure. Shehad been to the Hotel Féder to see Mrs __ a more thanmillionaire, that lady wishing her to go out shoppingwith her. After detaining Mrs T__. more than an hourwhile she attended to some trifling matters, the richdame ordered a lunch of bread and butter and vinordinaire. When they had eaten what they liked thewealthy witch spent a quarter of an hour in gatheringup the fragments and locking them up together with thethird part of the bottle of wine, "for," said she, "thesescraps and this bit of wine ye know'll do for mysupper." !!! The Gajanis spent the evening withus till Mr Marsh and Carrie went to spend theremainder of the night at the Pasolinis. At midnightcarnival died, and was burned, amidst the roar of smallarms and the flying of fireworks. I wish it wereindeed the end of the carnival, but the gala corso isstill to come off. Mr Marsh and Carrie thought themasking and the comic procession very indifferent onMonday, - they did not go to the Coriandoli today.Mrs Gajani brought me an autograph from Dall'Ongaro. She is very active for the fair - has got acapital letter from Silvio Pellico among other things.Wednesday 10thWe did not go to church this morningpartly because it was so bitter cold. The Countess
Gigliucci entertained me for an hour in her best way.Miss Arbesser passed the evening with us. She saysthat the Marquis della Rovere told her that when heand the Marquise were at Pegli last summer theyfound themselves just opposite the Rattazzis at theTâble d'hôte. Mme Rattazzi immediately inquiredof her husband who Mme della Rovere was. Rattazzitried to keep her quiet, but finally was obliged to saythat it was the Marquise della Rovere. "Pas grand'chose, n'est-ce-pas?" said this scion of the House ofNapoleon.Thursday. 11. February,Husband left this morning for Milanthe King goes this afternoon. There will be gay timesthere no doubt. The Countess Collegno brought her nieceMiss Trotti to see Carrie. This young lady is a granddaughterof Manzoni, a nice girl who speaks English very prettily.Mme Collegno's visit was delightful to me. We talkedof so many mutual acquaintances - Mme Ossoli, theBrownings, the Brooks, &c. &c. This lady has allthat is most charming in the Italian character withthat wider experience which enriches life so vastly -She told me much of Manzoni who spends some monthswith the Arconatis every summer. She says his shynesstowards strangers arises from the fact that his triflingconversations with them have been so often noted downand printed. With his intimate friends however he is mostgenial, his conversation being still full of wit andsprightliness. At this advanced age (78) nothing
escapes his observation; not even a lady's toilette. Hisheavy family trials have greatly affected him, but theyhave not broken him down. His lovely wife died whenhis children were all young, leaving two sons and fivedaughters. Of the last, all but one died before the ageof twenty four. Neither of the sons have done himcredit. The oldest, the least unworthy married adanseuse. Morally the poor girl has done well,but without education, without the manners of a ladywhat a daughter-in-law for Manzoni. This son howeverlives with him. The other (says Mme Collegno) hassunk far lower, has trailed the great name of Manzoniin the dust - in short has done all a young mancould do to break his father's heart, But above all thisthe noble old man has risen. At times he is deeplydepressed, but generally cheerful and contented.Friday - 12. FebruaryMrs Gajani and I decided on a drive insteadof going to Ruscalla's Lecture as we have found it impossibleto understand him at his last readings, he holding hismanuscript just before his mouth and articulating veryrapidly. The Opinione this morning has a mostwarlike article, in which England is hit very hard. Infact the war fever is spreading very fast. Austria continuesto make new and more threatening demonstrations on theItalian frontier every day. Even Gajani who is a peace--man just now, thinks war probable. Returning fromour drive I stopped below to pay a visit to MmeGhirardi - alias the Marquise d'Angennes. Poor thing
She is in great distress about her son, first because he hasrun away with a danseuse, and second because she isafraid if he comes back it will only be to be off again tothe wars. I tried to comfort her, but there is little comfortto be given to a mother under such circumstances - ."Ah," said she, "I am working so hard to save my fortunefor my children, I am ruining my health, andbreaking my heart for them, and they - they are soungrateful." She really seems thankful to us for nottormenting her with our wants about the house, andgraciously told me that I was an angel not to com--plain more than I have done. In the eveningC. and I went for the Countess Castellani, and then withher to the Lecture. The subject was; The Revelations ofLight, - and Prof. Govi was delightfully clear and eloquent.His experiments were generally successful, and many of thembeautiful - . The hall was crowded to overflowing, manystood and many went away. These Lectures are now adecided success, and the only danger is that they will begiven so frequently as to lessen or destroy the interest inthem. I had the Countess Collegno at my side, andshe managed to find time to tell me of Mme Arconati'sunsuccessful trip to Nervi to cure a sore throat. Shewas overtaken by a snowstorm before arriving at Genoa,detained there, and nearly perishing with the cold.Saturday 13thWe all worked over our old autographsthe whole morning - I might say the whole day, fornobody came to disturb us till evening. We shall
really have a very rare and curious collection to send tothe N.Y. fair for the San. Com. In the evening theabbé Baruffi came to report progress. He too willget quite a nice collection. Carrie read Kalewala to meafter he left. I really enjoy it almost more than on thefirst reading.Sunday 14 -After we returned from churchMr Valerio came to see me and added many curiousparticulars to the life of the Marchesa Barolo, asgiven by the canonico - in the Gazetta Ufficiale.There her family, her beauty,her talentsher wealth, and hercharity are made conspicuous as they well deserveto be, and her superstitions are kept out of sight. Itwas she however who discovered the relics of SaintPhilomene, brought the bones from Rome, placedthem under her bed, and was in this way entirely curedof the Cataleptic attacks to which she had been pre--viously subject. The bones were then brought out forpublic adoration, then covered with wax so as to rep--resent a handsome young woman, and this image wasplaced in a rich sarcofagus with glass sides, the figurewithin being dressed in magnificent robes and adornedwith precious stones. The Jesuits carried off the adornmentsand the votive offerings when they fled from Turinin ’48, but the wax and bones were left. It does seemsad indeed that a woman of so much talent and somany virtues should have fallen in to such a miserablefolly as this. Valerio also gave me an interesting account
of his early life in Turin, of Lorenzo’s establishing a smallpaper here, of his difficulties with the government in generaland Count Lazzari, the chef de police, in particular -of Carlo Alberto’s anger about a speech he made at themeeting of an agricultural society, and of many other thingsconnected with the good old time that might afford lessonsto many an American grumbler. He also explained howit was that some thirty of the famous old families herewere now very poor.Monday 15thMr Marsh came home from Milanabout one, The King’s visit there went off extremely well.There were a great many blunders about invitations andlittle points of etiquette, but nothing that led to serioustrouble. Out of respect to the democratic feeling of Milan nobodywore uniforms - not even to the court Ball or the Court dinner -At the dinner Mr Marsh had Prince Amadeo on oneHand, & General Menabrea on the other - He think thePrince has excellent sense, andisquite of the Carlo Albertotype. Menabrea is always agreeable. Her Royal Highnessexplained the diminished magnificence of dress andequipage at Milan by the fact of the failure of the silkand wine for so many years - The throwing of theconfetti was very lively - the French Legation joinedMr Marsh on his balcony the first day bringing with themmore than fifteen bushels of plaster of Paris confetti.These gentlemen all wore their roughest hunting suits,and, to use Mr Marsh’s expression, they screamed and
Pa-ruc-h-ere - sign seen in Milano
yelled like pirates,’ as they pelted the unhappy peoplein the streets and on the opposite and neighboring balconies.The next day Mr Marsh furnished the fifteen bushelsof coriandoli and the Frenchmen diverted themselvesimmensely as on the day before. There are few thingsthat would more astonish a sober New Englander thanto see for the first time a whole city gone mad in thisway, but it is surprising how soon one feels disposedto take part in the frolic - One car amused Mr Marshvery much. The chief personage in it represented theArch-duke Maximilian, and the car bore the inscriptionVia pel Messico!Tuesday 16thWorked all day nearly in sorting outautographs for the fair, and were fortunate in havingfewer interruptions than usual, the Countesses Maggioliniand Giletta being the only ones. In the evening DoctorMonnet came to look after Mr Marsh who had last nightone of his not infrequent attacks of suffocation, and byfar the most terrible one he has ever had. The Dr. con--firms our belief that it was purely mechanical, arisingfrom the falling of the palate, or, as he calls it the [illegible]louette, though I could see plainly that he feared itwas a symptom of advanced heart-disease.Wednesday 17thThe war-talk grows louder andlouder, The Ministry here is thought to be shaky andsome even dream of Ricasoli’s return. This reminds
me to make a record of a most delicately turned note whichI received from him yesterday inclosing some photographswith his signature. Some talk of Rattazzi as possibly thenext Minister, and argue this partly because the Kingspoke to Madame in Milan. I hope Italy is notreduced to this yet. Today we have had somefine presents for the fair - a very nice gun whichis supposed to be from Garibaldi - twenty photographsfrom him with his signature and with a beautifulnote. - some most interesting autographs from SignorMigliavacca of Milan - some fine engravings fromthe editors of the Politecnico - also some water colourcopies from Albani - and one beautiful photographof the Il Moderno Caino. V. Vela also has sent ussome photographs of his charming works. Mostof these things we owe to the zeal of Col. Ripetti.Husband, also, has got a shy at the Marchesa dellaRocca, who wrote this morning to ask a favour ofhim which he grants cheerfully with the intimationthat she can do as much for him in return bylooking up autographs etc. This evening while theAbbé Baruffi with his Norwegian friend Lieblein werewith us, the Gajanis came in. It seemed apleasant meeting between the Abbé & Gajani, thelatter reminding the former of many services receivedfrom him in past years. Little Lieblein professesto have made interesting discoveries in the Egypt--ian Museum, does not believe in Lepsius’ chronologyetc
Friday, 19th. I should have mentioned Govi’ssecond lecture on light this evening - very in-teresting - experiments most successful - theoryconcerning the falling stars, etc. The lecture-room was crowded, and a gentleman near Mr M.said, in answer to another who was commentingon the large number of ladies present, “Maquando queste lezione sono accompangate daesperienze capiscono qualche coda!”
Thursday. Feb. 18thWorked all of us the whole day for the fair.In the evening C. went with the countess Colegno andMiss Trotti to the V. Emanuel. Preston Powerspassed the evening with us.Friday Feb. 19thGave orders to receive no one andworked uninterruptedly in preparing our box forN. Y. The only visit it grieved me to miss wasMadame Rothan’s. Ibbotson & Powers dined withus. The former I have not seen before since hiswedding-day with Julie Powers. He is a very pleasingyoung man & gave us an interesting account ofhis iron-works at Sheffield.Sat. Feb. 19th [20th]We were just in time with our boxfor the messagerie this evening. Miss Arbessercame in at half past nine to pass the eveningjust as I was thinking I might safely go to bedwith my aching head & eyes!Sunday Feb. 20th. [21st]Two feet of snow have fallen sinceyesterday morning. It ceased before noon, butnot a carriage was astir through the dayexcept the Sindic’s - Roca’s. Young Kossuthhowever managed to get to us, and Dr Monnetin the evening. Really this winter is quiteextraordinary.
Monday February 22.Klapka spent an hour with husbandthis morning, talking over European Politics withthe greatest freedom. His hopes are not high. He saysthe only hope chance of any good is that Italy willmake war on Austria now. Otherwise the goldenopportunity is lost and perhaps forever. Hungary,now ready to rise at the least encouragement fromItaly, will soon be compelledbythe terrible familyfamine now prevailing there to submit to anaccommodation with Austria. Then Austria willcarry out the programme agreed upon, as he thinks,by herself, Prussia & Russia - viz, rush down uponItaly and crush out if possible the spirit ofnationality and progress, and restore the oldorder of things. This may not be so difficultwith no Hungary to kindle a backfire & withRome [illegible] clutching at the heart of the new kingdom.The French Emperor (with whom he has, as everyknows frequent interviews) will not, he says,aid Italy further than to secure Lombardy to Piedmontthat is, to protect for her the property he gaveas purchase money for Savoy. He thinks Englandless likely to interfere at present in favour of Austriathan she would have been fo before the Denmarkinvasion - at any rate there is no prospect of amore favorable moment and he hopes the Italiansmay seize this, though he is by no means confidentthat they will do so. The first step, he says, is to bring 
about a good understanding between Garibaldi &this government – a sine qua non to success in a con-flict with Austria. He put Garibaldi where we doamong the formost rank of heroes, patriots & soldiers.“His age does not know him.” The estimation Mr M.has long felt for Klapka as a man of great talentand noble purpose was not diminished by this interviewUnlike most agitators (a class I respect generally) heis singularly practical as even the Conservativesadmit. The weather did not secure me againstlady-visitors as I hoped it would.Tuesday Feb. 23dMy housekeeper informed me last eveningthat there was a kitchen-feud had arisen which mustend in the dismissal of the cook’s handmaid. Inthe course of the explanation a circumstance cameup which diverted me not a little. This womancomplained of bad treatment at the hands of the cook’swife who, [illegible] she says, is jealous of her, and asa proof of this she asserts that Susanne forbidCarlo to speaktoher and ordered him, whenever she (thewife) was not in the kitchen, to whistle in orderthat she might hear him & be sure he was nottalking! The fact of the almost constant whistlingwas proved, but the positive order could not beproved substantiated as Carlo & Susanne couldnotbe askedto testify in so delicate a case!Carrie went this morning to ask little Miss Trotti togo with her in the evening to the Teatro Regio with her
uncle to take charge of the two. Mme Collegno saidthat she should like much to have her go if therewas to be a matron in the box - otherwise it wouldnot be well received! She added very politely that strangersalways went in the way I had proposed, and this beingwell understood nobody criticized it, but for her nieceshe was sorry to say, it would not do. With all I havepreviously learned of the stupidity of their convenancehere, I was not prepared for this - that a man of oversixty - of Mr Marsh’s character and position - shouldnot be a sufficient protection for his own niece anda little friend of hers, still a school-girl!
Wednesday 24thThe Countess Gigliucci sat with me throughthe dancing-lesson, which the girls managed to spin outto a three-hour one. Almost anyone else would havetired me, but she, bright soul, earnest and gay at once,never tires. Even the occasional liberties she takes withEnglish have something so free and fresh about themthat they make her more than less agreeable.In short everything about her is so perfectly natural,so genuine, so hearty, that I constantly ask myself:“Is it possible that this woman has passed so manyyears of her life on a stage?’ If it is by their fruitsthat they are to be known, the theatrical educationwould certainly carry off the palm from the conventual one.We discussed the Germans pretty thoroughly in theirpresent robber-raid into Denmark, and sympathizedwith each other heartily. The position of the princessof Wales, the Countess thinks most pitiable. She givesher husband credit for very little brains, and says theGerman influence in England will control himcompletely. Of the invitation to the Arch-duke Maximilianto be present at the baptism of the son of the Princeand princess of Wales, she said - What an insult tothat young mother! The brother of the very man whois eating out the heart of her native land, and threateningto drive her father from his Kingdom. She also com--mented with much severity on the course of thePrinces of Wales and Prussia, two Protestants comingto Italy and passing by the chosen King of that
country, hurrying on to Rome to pay their humbleduty to a “dazed old pope” and to a detested ex-king.“I am a Catholic” she added “but I don’t respect amember of the Gustav-Adolph-Verein the more forgoing to pay court to this crazy old Pope.”Miss Arbesser came after I was in bed, but Iadopted the fashion of the country for once, and sawher in my nightcap. She was quite dismayed whenI told her that Mme Collegno thought Miss Trotticould not go with Carrie under Mr Marsh’s protection,‘I must have committed some terrible improprieties,but in Vienna where we carry convenance quitefar enough such an idea would be thought supremelyridiculous. The poor little Princess Marguerite saidthis evening with a sigh “I wonder where I shallhave to go when I am grown - I wish it mightbe to Brazil for there I could amuse myself withmonkeys and parrots!” Poor child, may you be sohappy! Something was added by Miss Arbesserwith “if you should live….” “Live!” said thechild, “I had rather you wouldn’t speak to meabout death now - I think enough of that whenI am alone.” “Alone!” said the astonished gouvernante“but you are never alone!” “Oh yes, I am alonewhen I say my prayers, and I am alone whenI go to sleep - that is, nobody is very near me, andnobody speaks to me.”
Thursday 25The countess Collegno putto flightmy first visitor, &the Browns put her to flight in return, much to myannoyance as she was interesting me so much by her charmingconversation. Oh ye Sligos! I did not present the youngladies to the Countess Collegno, but knowing their habits ofmaking unfavourable comments upon all who come undertheir eye, I took care to say as she passed out - ‘That ladyI count among my best friends in Turin.” “Ah, who isshe then?” said the youngest, and on hearing the namethe eldest exclaimed “Oh, I thought she was like MmeArconati, and Mme __, such ugly faces!” “Theyare past the age of being handsome,’ I said, ‘so far asmere beauty of outline goes certainly, but the expressionof both the sisters whom I know is so refined, so be--nevolent, and so intelligent at once, that it would be apleasure to me to look at them, even independently oftheir delightful talk.’ “But they have such odiousmanners!”, said the eldest Miss Brown again. At thisI expressed the greatest surprise, insisting with a degreeof spirit that I felt decidedly getting up to the boiling pointthat I found their manners always ladylike, always courteous,and in all respects to my taste.’ “Then,” said theyoungest “perhaps you like stuck-up manners.” Asthe impertinence was now directed against me insteadof my friends I felt calmer at once. “No, I do not likestuck-up manners if I understand what you mean by thephrase, and yet I like the manners of the ladies we are
talking of.' Here the youngest Miss Brown seemed tothink she might have gone too far, and said – “Perhapsyou don’t visit them in their own house. It is there theyare so disagreeable. I wonder people ever cross theirthresh hold twice”. Here I changed the subject so abruptlythat I intended they should take it as a rebuke andthink they did. In a moment more we were talkingof the practice of having reception-days &c. &c. The youngladies declaimed with much warmth against thispractice, and declared that they would no longer payvisits on these occasions, as they found that everywherethe ladies did nothing but abuse each other - a habitwhich they thought as ill bred as unchristian. Hadthese young ladies been as brainless as their old fatherI should not have been surprised at these expressionsof condemnation of evil-speaking, even so close upon theiramiable comments on the Marchesa Arconati andher sisters. As it was I could not quite restrain a lookof astonishment, but they were too much interested intheir new subject to notice my look or my silence.They proceeded to inform me that the Piedmontese ladiescould not talk anything but slander when they got together- that they were themselves so thoroughly shocked at them inthis respect that they had almost entirely ceased to visitthem. “Perhaps,’ I said ‘I have seen too little ofthem to be placed on a footing of sufficient familiarityto allow them to talk so freely before me, but I mustsay that for myself I have heard very little evil speakingfrom any of them.’ The young ladies went on to assert
that it must be because I had not been to these morningreceptions - furthermore that nobody could know anythingabout the Turinese without very special opportunities -that they were to the last degree untidy in their habits,that the ladies neither washed nor dressed exceptwhen they went out, - that as soon as they returnedhome they put on some vile old rag for a dressinstead of the fine gown just shown in the street -that they sat down to dinner in this way - that their servantswere on a par with themselves for cleanliness, - that theywere too mean to light their fires or have the gasburning on their staircases or in their drawing roomsunless when guests were expected - that they used oldpewter spoons and forks habitually instead of their silverwhich was put away for some quarterly festa, that assoon as the spring came they dismissed all theirgrand servants, & took a housemaid or two into thecountry with them “where they live like disgustingpigs as they are.” Anxious lest my amiable visitorsmight reproach themselves after they left if I allowedthis thing to go on, I here abruptly asked them if theyhad read Renan’s Life of Jesus which had made sucha noise in Italy. This corner, which was evenamoresharp turn than the first threw them somewhat offthe track, and we managed to let our neighborsalone for the rest of the visit. How often we haveoccasion to see the great truth exemplified that the goodand the badqualitiesare always found more or less mingledtogether. These young ladies, who certainly put themselves
this morning in a most unfavourable light, arecharitable to the poor, are self-denying in performingtheir duties towards them, and I believe really domuch good in that way. Their snarling, fault-findinglanguage about others seems a sort of family habit, andI do not think there is real ill-feeling at the bottom, dis--agreeable as it makes them to others. Mr Marsh dinedwith the Elliots, and the Moriondos spent the eveningwith us, and didn’t talk about their neighbors either,though they are Turinese, and the lady’s bright facewas not suffering for want of water. Mr Moriondo toldus that the phenomenon of red snow had been seen withina day or two near Vergato. He is much pleased with thevarious seeds Mr Marsh has given him from Washington,and promises to look out well for them next spring.Friday 26thFor the first time in Turin I received alady in my bed-room this morning - the dear old MarchesaArconati, and having done this I could not refuse theCountess Gigliucci in the evening though sadly against myjudgment so far as health is concerned. She was admirablyentertaining as usual, but I was flushed and tired whenshe left. She gave a picture of Isabella of Spain thatreally made one’s flesh quiver. It was drawn as shesaw her when she sang at the Court of Madrid. Hersketch of Cardinal Wiseman with his bloated person,in black cassock lined with red, with red gloves, andhere and there a red stripe about him, looking morelike a mountebank that a prelate, and followed by
A visit from Matteucci was lost by Mr Marsh'sbeing at Ruscalla's Lecture, and my being inbed.
some thirty quasi-monks and nuns, was one I shouldnot have expected from a good Catholic. The girls returnedfrom the Lecture on the steam-engine not over edified,- the poor young man succeeded in sending off twoout of his eight female auditors, and nearly half the gentlemenbefore he concluded.Saturday 27thThe Marquis de Cavour died very suddenlyyesterday, having been in church it is said at twelve o’clockand expiring at two - apoplexy it is thought. His son,who succeeds to the title is in Paris. The report ofDr. Livingstone’s assassination is most likely true,though there is some faint hope it may not be so.The acceptance of the proposal for a conference madeby England to Austria and Prussia will probably securethe termination of the Northern quarrel; It will bedone however by forcing Denmark to sacrifice theDuchies, for this is what they call “preserving the integrityof Denmark”! I was glad Mr Marsh happened to be induring Levi’s visit this morning. It is curious to see howthese poor Italian’s catch at straws. As the chance of a favourableopportunity for doing anything this spring diminishes, they arebeginning to look forward with hope to the moment whenwe shall turn on England, and demand reparation forthe wrongs done us. In this way they flatter themselvesEngland may be kept from interfering in behalf of Austria,should they try to recover Venice. It would be some consolationif England could be made to hear the scorn and the curseswhich are heaped upon her by the liberal party in Europe.
Levi had just received Dr Sargeant’s pamphlet. He begsthat we will have something done to make the history ofour war better known in Italy. I told him I had justwritten to Dr Lieber on the subject. Castillia camein this evening just as Mr Gajani and his brotherwent out - dear old saint that he is! His deafnessafflicts him greatly, but it has not abated his nobleenthusiasm in every great cause. His affection for our countryis very touching, He told us, rather an interesting anecdoteof Manzoni during the embargo days. The poet obtainedsome cotton seeds, nursed the plants tenderly in his owngarden, and then had the produce manufactured into acounterpane for his own bed.Sunday 28thA rainy day today - Carrie only, going tochurch. We were quite alone through the whole day, andhad some nice quiet reading. By the way husband is muchinterested in Tomaseo’s Life of Vieusseux, as beingnot only the sketch of the life of a remarkable man,but as containing so much of the literary history ofItaly during this last half century.Monday 29thThe brightest, softest of Spring mornings,our birds are screaming with delight. Leone, the nightin--gale being particularly stormy. - Poor fellow, he has losthis mate through the carelessness of the housemaid whorefuses to testify against herself, leaving the face of Bicesomewhat in the dark. Not feeling strong enough toto venture out twice to-day, I chose the evening that I might
hear Matteucci’s lecture. He had an admirable audiencebut he rattled on with such volubility, indicatingonly, not performing, his experiments, that it was verydifficult to follow him - even the natives complainedbitterly & to us barbarians it was harder still. Dear goodMadame Collegno was by me, and was quite in rapturesabout Mme Rothan whom she had met the eveningbefore at her sister Arconatis.
	
